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" Hasn't forty years altered the circulation of your
friend's blood ? "
u Not a jot," replied Sir Lawrence. "It takes forty
generations. Give me another cup of your nice Turkish
coffee, my dear. What does Michael say about the general
strike r "
" That the Government won't budge unless the T.U.C.
withdraw the notice unreservedly."
" Exactly ! And but for the circulation of English blood
there'd be * a pretty mess,' as old Forsyte would say."
" Michael's sympathies are with the miners."
" So are mine, young lady. Excellent fellow, the miner
—but unfortunately cursed with leaders. The mine-owners
are in the same case. Those precious leaders are going
to grind the country's nose before they've done. Incon-
venient product—coal; it's blackened our faces, and now
it's going to black our eyes. Not a merry old soul! Well,
good-bye ! My love to Kit, and tell Michael to keep his
head."
This was precisely what Michael was trying to do.
When * the Great War' broke out, though just old
enough to fight, he had been too young to appreciate tie
fatalism which creeps over human nature with the approach
of crisis. He was appreciating it now before ' the Great
Strike,* together with the peculiar value which the hum?n
being attaches to saving face. He noticed that both sides
had expressed the intention of meeting the other side in
every way, without, of course, making any concessions
whatever; that the slogans, ' Longer hours, less wages,'
' Not a minute more, not a bob off,' curtsied, and got
more and more distant as they neared each other. And
now, with the ill-disguised impatience of his somewhat
mercurial nature, Michael was watching the sober and
tentative approaches of the typical Britons in whose hands

